MEDITATION. 


When the days come that I must live alone 
In my own thoughts, and when my eyes are dimmed, 
And cannot see the shadows on the hills 
Cast by the clouds, and when I cannot hear 
The far-off sounds. of hurrying streams and shéep, 
Then I will turn my mind to those great days 
I spent upon the fells, and T will count 
Them over one by one. 
I will remember rain and bitter winds, 

The feel of clothes drenched by stinging showers, 
Teas at a wayside inn, with some good friend, 
Hot baths and fires, and warmth for tired limbs, 
And all the loveliness of home and rest. 

And while I think of all those joyous days 
Of all the heights I’ve gained, and hours I’ve loved 
I will not envy those who take their turn 
In tramping manfully in storm or fine 
The hills I know, for they are part of me, 

A heritage of beauty nought can spoil. 


